eg                                                              A    SHORTER    EGO
Sept. ii Absurd play at the Westminster entitled Rose and
Tmsday* Glove by die Editor of The Bookman. This is Marlowe's
Edward II re-written to prove that there was, in
Stalky's phrase, "no beastly Bricking" about the King and
Piers Gaveston. The Times critic said that the author was
entitled to telescope history and re-interpret it. I think I must
now write a play to prove that Nero went behind the scenes at
circuses for intellectual conversation, and another to show that
fire descended upon Sodom because the inhabitants refused to
pay poll-tax. Some years ago, being at Warwick, I went to
see the monument to Piers Gaveston put up by, of all people,
Mr Siddons! It is in a wood and I couldn't find it. Coming
into the town I passed a villa residence with a charming lawn
and two gateposts to the drive. On the lawn was a double-
perambulator fully tenanted, and on one gatepost was " Piers,"
on the other, " Gaveston,"
Sept. 17 At Brighton. Lunched at the Albion yesterday and
Monday, insisted upon being allowed to pay. Among the
lunchers was Seymour Hicks, complaining that they
had given him a too large and therefore property lobster from
Drury Lane. Also A. W. Baskcomb, who has recovered from his
stroke to the extent of being able to walk with a stick. But he
cannot make himself understood though he tries hard. It is
pitiful that this superb portrayer of melancholy should come
to this plight and, I fear, end.
A grand game in the afternoon with young Riseborough.
R. gave me four bisques. I won the first three holes and lost
the next three. Then the match went ding-dong to the fifteenth,
by which time I stood one up with all bisques gone. At the
sixteenth I missed a two-foot putt to become dormy, the ball
sidling away as if it was bewitched. At the seventeenth I holed
a twelve-yard putt and so became dormy one. This unnerved
the boy, who hit a poor drive while I got mine away superbly.
R. then hit a brassie within six yards of the pin. This unnerved
me, and I cut my mashie shot slightly so that the ball, pitching
on the green, ran all round the right-hand bunker before toppling